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Christ keep the Hollow Land
All the summer-tide; Still we cannot understand
Where the waters glide;
Only dimly seeing them
Coldly slipping through Many green-lipp'd cavern mouths,
Where the hills are blue.
The first verse of another fragment in the same story, a Christmas carol heard sung in the snow by a sentinel of Queen Swanhilda's, was perpetually repeated among his friends; nor is it easy to forget after a single hearing:
Queen Mary's crown was gold,, King Joseph's crown was red,
But Jesus' crown was diamond That lit up all the bed
Marine Virginis*
Ships sail through the Heaven
With red banners dress'd, Carrying the planets seven
To see the white breast
Mari# Virglnls.
These romances have never been reprinted. Their author in later years thought, or seemed to think, lightly of them, calling them crude (as they are) and very young (as they are). But they are nevertheless comparable in quality to Keats's " Endymion": as rich in imagination, as irregularly gorgeous in language, as full in every vein and fibre of the sweet juices and ferment of the spring.
Towards the end of the Christmas Vacation of 1855-0, when the first number of the magazine had just beennborg Pool" is indeed suggested by a story in Thorpe's " Northern Mythology," and " The Hollow Land " is headed by a few lines from the Niebelungenlied; but the atmosphere is throughout that of the French romances, not that of the Scandinavian epic. Another likeness between the two cycles of stories is the skilful interweaving of prose and verse, afterwards adopted by him as a conscious literary method in " The House of the Wolfings " and .." The Well at the World's End." Among these early romances are several exquisite lyrical fragments. One of these, the song sung by Margaret in "The Hollow Land/' has passed from mouth to mouth among many lovers of poetry who never read the romance itself:f Morris's early
